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The three precepts of ап 
historical character are : Make 
them follow, make them cry 
and make them wait. The 
personality of Guru Gobind à 
Singhji which rockets off from 
the medieval scenes had these 
three basic ingredients. His 
figure threw а spell, stirred 
memories, galvanized the 
masses and spanned across 
centuries. In the cavalcade of 
his life there was historical 
imagination, crusader’s zeal, 
poet's fire, saints vision, 
nation-bulder’s community 
awareness and a Sikl? s martyr- 
dom. 


In these brisk and evocative 
pages the Co-authors have 
chronicled the epic of the 
glistening golden lion of the 
medieval epochs. The most 
challenging assignment is 
accomplished with balance and 
insight. 
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SAINT AND REVOLUTIONARY 


THE Mocnar cactus fruit bursts into a red flower. 
Death becomes the patron-saint of the empire. 
Terror is more resolutely backed. An icy wind 
blows. When life-essences are scorned, the desert 
religion turns into a gross distortion. Оп the stage of 
history there is a dread of blue-shirts, and the lament 
goes to the skies. Experiments in gang-rule lead 
the Badshah into the pitfalls of extreme fanaticism. 
Soon the historical process whirs a boomerang, 


Aurangzeb is the Badshah only by the accident 
of treachery and luck of the assassin’s dagger. He 
imposes a poll-tax on the Brahmin and the cow. 
А pile of eighty seers sacred thread, Janio of 
Brahmins, converted or butchered, sates his one-eye. 
The star of Deen Islam ekes out a living by selling 
his copy-scripts of Qoran. His piety is dyed in 
the Kaffirs blood. The apologists hold up to 
ridicule the general evils of truth, identity and 
tolerance. In their view, the destruction of the 
Sikhs would ensure the destruction of moral realism. 


The shadow of the Moghal sword falls on the 
enchanting Kashmir valley. The hirelings of the 
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tyrant serve an ultimatum оп the Kashmiri Pandits 
to embrace Islam or perish. The neo-barbarians 
coming from the tribal dens, with sex in the head 
and the flaming slogan Deen Islam on their lips, 
carry away the paragons of beauty. Blinded by 
terror and pain, the Pandits trek to Badrinath. 
Their agonised cry moves Bhagwan Badri Narayan. 
In the dream the Lord hints they should approach 
the Sikh Guru. They contact the active spiritual 
force, Guru Tegh Bahadur. On the Kashmir front 
truths of life are on the boil. The Sikh Guru’s 
mame is hymned for resistance. He cheers up the 
bewailing Pandits. Near him is standing his cute 
little son, Gobind Rai. He flashes out that the cause 
needs a martyr. He feels his father alone could 


play the great role. His plea is a flash-point in 
our history. 


The spirited words of the boy write a terrible 
event. They enkindle Guru Tegh Bahadur. He 
roars “Go and tell the Delhi Badshah, first convert 
Guru Tegh Bahadur. We will walk in his foot- 
steps". Тһе Pandits convey this flaming message 
to Aurangzeb. There is the bribe of hope. 
Nevertheless he shakes with wrath. | 


Death throws its shadow forward for Guru 
Tegh Bahadur. His wife Mata Goojri personifies 
womanly dignity and virtue. She knows her 
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Gurudev is entering the torture chamber. She 
can feel the incision in her own flesh. Her husband 
has pronounced a death sentence on himself. The 
roots of Dharma are nourished with the martyrs 
blood. In this moral warfare she must become a 
bastion for his ideals. She ranks along with a 
Savitri or a Damyanti in sharing a life of freezing 
sorrows. The coming pattern of history unfolds 
in her heroic dedication. 


Guru Tegh Bahadur followed by his suicide 
squad seeks the Moghal dogma and pincers. He 
halts for a few days at Patiala. There he retains 
five gallant Singhs and disbands the squad. Then 
starts the last lap of journey. They encamp in a 
garden fringing the Agra fort. The ways of a 
Guru are ingenious. He spots a nude shepherd 
boy tending the sheep. He asks him to buy sweets 
for him. The shepherd pertinently asks, who would 
look after his sheep ? The Guru nods his assent. 
Thereafter he gives him a ring engirdled with rubies 
and instructs him to buy in exchange sweets. Then 
a ticklish problem arises. The boy wants a piece 
of cloth to wrap the purchase. The Guru hands 
him over a pretty shawl. The quixotic mood of 
the Guru sets a puzzle on him. He walks up to a 
confectioner and offers the ring in exchange for 
sweets. He binds it in the shawl. It intrigues 
the vendor and he hands him over to the Kotwali. 
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The investigation starts. The police take the Guru 
and his crazy men into their custody. They are 


escorted to Delhi? and produced before the 
Badshah. 


It is a tense moment when Aurangzeb confronts 
the Guru. He greets him with smooth, oily words. 
Next day, he holds a full-dress Durbar and summons 
the Guru. The dialogues of the liberator with the 
tyrant have an edge and sparkle. The Guru does 
not budge an inch from his moral standpoint. 
Aurangzeb’s mind moves in a groove, first seductions 
and then pincers. The emperor speaks through 
one corner of his mouth. He observes Allah has 
annointed him as his High-priest. His tongue. and 
Sword are dedicated to the spread of Deen Islam. 
At this moment the frenzied courtiers flash their 
Swords and demand the Kaffirs head. There is 
no ripple of emotion on the face of the Guru. With 
a controlled fire he retorts that the Badshah is 
building Deen Islam on quicksands. Force and 
fraud are not the agents of Allah. Не should create 
a new climate of opinion. The cardinal tenet of 
Islam is the law of identity. It is not a galaxy of 
severed heads. It is Satanic lust and not Hukum 
of Allah. Being a Supreme poet, the Guru can 
express shades of a value. But spiritual maturity 


could not survive under the sixteenth century 
Delhi sky. 
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This unforced language of the heart throws 
Aurangzeb into a paroxysm of anger. However, 
he puts a thin film of ice on it. He coaxes Guru 
Tegh Bahadur to become the High-priest of Deen 
Islam. He would kneel before him. The entire 
Islamic world would hail with pleasure. 


Deen Islam of Aurangzeb is a cultural rheumatism. 
It stiffens his arteries. It reduces his every statement 
into insularity. This insiduous malady weakens 
the fibres of his mind and subverts his empire. 
However, the Guru firmly asserts the virtues of a 
non-violent revolutionary. In the mental arithmetic 
of Aurangzeb he cannot be at once a tolerant Badshah 
and a great Muslim. The gallows is adequate to 
express a savagery that stems from a malady. 


Finding the Guru unrelenting, he challenges 
him to show a miracle. The Guru tells him miracles 
аге a sleight of тіпа. He adds they would manifest 
at the right moment. Не asks for five maunds of 
black pepper. The heap is lit up. Its ashes are 


gathered into three urns. Out of the heap three 


black unburnt peppers are picked up. Flashing 
it before Aurangzeb the Guru contends that it is the 
Hukum of Allah three unburnt peppers symbolizing 
Hinduism, Sikhism and Islam should coexist. With 
a neat glee the Badshah orders the Kaffir should 
be put in a narrow cage. There is deeper horror 
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here than in the gas-chambers of Belsen or horror- 
camps of Siberia. The torturings of the Guru is 
the crown and end of Moghal despotism. As the 
sadists drive needles into his flesh and brand it with 
red-hot iron, he does not utter a moan. He is in 
the Samadhiavastha, unaware of his body and the 
blood-hounds. Тһе smell of burnt flesh goes up 
as incense to Allah. Тһе antidote of history lurks 
in a corner waiting for the ripe moment. 


Mati Das is one of the five picked Singhs who 
accompany the Guru. Не keeps a sleepless vigil 
near the cage. The scene of torture drives him 
into a frenzy. He is a Muihad brahmin springing 
from the village Rariala, in Jhelum district. He 
Says he would organise the revolt of masses and 
Squeeze the tyrant out of shape. The maniacs 
must have some target of Badshah’s wrath to torture 
otherwise they would torture each other. The 
spies report the incident to Aurangzeb. He is 
summoned before the fawning courtiers. Questioned 
he admits every half-syllable and repeats it in a 
vibrant voice. Tempers fly about the court. The 
Qazi pronounces the blistering sentence Mati Das 
should be fettered between two pillars and his head 
sawed. At the first swing of the saw, Mati Das 
loudly utters Ek Oankar. The hall echoes. 
As the saw rips open the skull he chants Japji. 
The vibrations linger till his trunk is sliced in 
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two. The grim execution of that moral superman 
initiates a dark night of the soul. 


The minions are searching for a fresh victim. 
Bhai Dayal Chand, a flower of aristocracy, is 
inconsolable at the martyrdom of Mati Das. Не 
pleads that the Guru should invoke divine wrath 
and put an end to this reign of terror. In that cell 
walls have ear-phones.  Bhai Dayal Chand is 
grabbed and thrown into a boiling cauldron. 


Mata Goojri is a noble fragment of truth. She 
has a premonition of the series of tragedies being 
enacted at Delhi. She has a bizarre dream. She 
sees the head of Gurudev being chopped off. It 
flies into the arms of a devout. То calm her fears 
she rushes an envoy to Delhi. With a drawn sword 
on the messenger's head he is escorted to the caged 
Guru. After glancing through his wife's message 
the Guru sings these lines of detached insight. 


ЯЗ TMF eft HAT sg Әйт әт at dn! 
Adore God as the fish loves water. 


The Guru behaves with the greatest dignity 
throughout. His final word for his wife is to keep 
faith in God. These lines have a dramatic 
concentration. What gives his lyrics its beauty 
and power to move, is the human warmth. 
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Both Ram and Ravan have faded out of the 
stage of history. Іп life everything is momentary. 
Our existence is made of dream-substance. In 
his lyrics ideas roll on and the image strikes. 


There is more rapture for the Guru in the cage 
than when he watches the woods, rain-cloud and 
rivulets at Anandpur. He is not trying to tear 
and rend the bars. Though fettered there is a 
poetic expansion of the triumphant spirit. When 
the messenger of Mata Goojri meets him, the Guru 
exclaims that the flowers of Anandpur should rejoice 
at his martyrdom. In this message he achieves a 
vivid immediacy : 


чт чат чч чч чаї ats a frat ЛЕН 
ag Tas ЦЕ facia t ee TF TWAT OU 


The devoted band and dear ones have left him. 
In this hour of trial the only prop is the name of 
Raghunath. Then he gets a spirited reply from 
his son : 


WW SEM TF oux 854 ӘЧ TT | 
"WE TTF M Ge sfx Ww Sat eg Fert OG 
ат gar TET ae wa feg Әч TIT | 


TE 84 е qui E F mÅ aa FET | 


He says he has regained his moral stature. The 
fetters are gone. The Guru controls the pattern 
of events. 
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This saint and revolutionary knows his earthly 
span is ending. Не sends a coconut with five paisa 
to his son. He instructs the messenger the moment 
his head is severed it would fly into his arms. He 
should carry it off to Anandpur and give it to his 
wife. In December, Syed Adam Shah serves on 
the Guru the warrant of execution. He bathes in 
a well, says his prayer and prepares himself for 
the grim ritual. Then he ties a significant charm 
round his neck. This craven image of truth-force 
kneels offering his head. Aurangzeb апа the 
assembled courtiers watch the execution of the 
greatest saint and revolutionary in medieval history. 
As the sword falls on his neck, a whirlwind blinds 
the hall. The head flies into the arms of the 
messenger and the charm into the crooked palm of 
Aurangzeb. In (һе prevailing darkness апа 
confusion, the messenger escapes with the blood- 
dripping head. At Anandpur his son solemnly 
cremates it. Sohela, a powerful invocation of the 
Guru, is chanted. 


The trembling fingers of Aurangzeb open the 
scroll. In it is inscribed: 


SARE KHUD DADAM MAGHAR 
SARE KHUDA NA DADAM 


I am giving my head but not the secret of God. 
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It is plain, the God’s secret is the Moghal downfall. 
Since that moment revolts break out in every nook 
and cranny. Aurangzeb is tormented by nightmares. 
The disappearance of the severed head puzzles 
him. He swears at the guards for the rank folly. 
An unknown fear grips him. His health declines. 
In a religious frenzy he returns to the ethic of a cave 
man. The mad act liquidates his empire. In 
history there is retributive justice. Sin comes home 
to roost. 


When the trunk is being removed for cremation 
a band of Lobana Sikhs snatch the corpse and cart 
it off. They keep it in a thatched house and set 
fire to it. They fill the ashes in a copper vessel 
and place a dagger in it. Later at his Samadhi a 
Gurudwara is built. In 1775 the fanatics demolish 
and raise a mosque in its place. During the reign 
of Bahadur Shah the Sikhs try to reclaim it. The 
Muslims resist. The situation becomes explosive. 
Bahadur Shah asks Baghail Singh whether he could 
produce any scrap of evidence in support of the 
Sikh claim. Baghail Singh maintains that when 
dug up they would find the urn with ashes and a 
dagger init. The Sikhs agree to rebuild the mosque 
in the event of the non-existence of the urn. When 
layers of earth are peeled off the urn comes up- 
This great moral event thrills the country. On 
the 15th day of Moharram and the 29th year of 
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the reign of Shah Alam, а Sanad is granted in the 

name of Sardar Baghail Singh: 1001 bighas of land 
comprising 63 acres and exempted from land : 
revenue. Again, another threat comes when the 
blue-prints are drawn for building New Delhi. The 
government decides to acquire the Gurdwara and 

shift the urn to another place. It angers the Sikh 
sentiment. There would have been a fierce | 
resistance. Sir Sundar Singh Majithia is a statesman 
of vision and moral cadence. He intervenes and 
the government listens to his sage counsel. The 
Gurdwara will outlast centuries as a flaming beacon 
of spirit. 


This lyric is Guru Tegh Bahadur’s reflection 
in a mirror. It is not words but a shape; not 
sermonising but a clarion summons. 


ate frat dr vasa fax 49 ate 7 TET | 
qe IT serge WT ax qur AW т ARA Il 


When you once grasp the hand of friendship, 
hold it fast. Guru Tegh Bahadur has proclaimed 
you might perish but do not surrender Dharma. 


= 
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НАМСМАМ AND INNOCENCE 


As Guru Gobind Singh is galloping toward Malwa, 
a tragedy is in the offing at Sirhind. His gracious 
mother, Mata Goojri, is in charge of his two cute 
boys. Escorted by faithful Sikhs, the party reaches 
Ropar. There they walk into a death trap. They 
meet a wily brahmin, Gangoo. He has silenced 
the prick of conscience. He volunteers to shelter 
them at his house. At this point the Sikh escorts 
leave her. She proceeds to the house of Gangoo 
and stays in the inner apartment with the children. 
The two grandsons sleep in her lap. The love of 
Mata Goojri is touching. In that testing hour it 
takes an elemental form. Moved by the profound 
sentiment, her cheeks are wet with tears. A tear- 
drop trickles down on the forehead of Fateh Singh 
and he wakes up. Тһе elder boy, Zorawar Singh, 
is pained to see his grand-mother shaken by grief. 
He fondly consoles her with the innocent but brave 
words “The Akal Purush is with us, cheer up”. 
The boys are miniature prints of their father and 
grandfather. They have inherited the graces of 
body and soul. When Mata Goojri arranges her 
baggages she finds a bag of gold mohurs missing. 
She sharply questions Gangoo. As there is none 
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else in the house, it is quite evident he has stolen it. 
She does not bluntly fix the guilt on him. In a 
cautious tone she broaches the subject. Stung to 
the quick, the guilty Gangoo works up a false rage. 
He raves he saved her from the sword of the Moghals 
but she has no spark of gratitude. On the other 
hand she is fixing the guilt of theft on him. Further, 
he threatens to disclose her identity to the Wazir 
and wreak his vengeance. The scared Mata 
Goojri entreats him not to lose his balance and 
repeatedly says she never accused him of theft. The 
diabolical Gangoo wants to rob her first and then 
save his skin. He has no intention whatever of 
giving asylum. He stealthily goes to the headman 
of the village, the Chaudhri and both of them trek 
to Moranda. 


They meet there two shady men, Gani Khan 
and Mani Khan, who communicate the news to 
their officer at Moranda. Gani Khan goes to 
the residence of Gangoo and sternly asks Mataji 
to come out with her grandsons: “We have orders 
to escort you to Nawab Sahib.” Mata Goojri 
tearfully replies the children are innocent, spare 
them. But the crafty Gani Khan assures her they 
would be unhurt. She should just see the Nawab 
and have a talk. The children are precious to 
the Guru like the apple of his own eyes. The 
Moghals are treacherous in a natural sort of way. 
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‘They аге forced to sit оп the chariot and it wheels 
off to Moranda. The next lap of journey takes 
them to Sirhind. In the evening they are interned 
in a tower. The news spreads like wild fire that 
the Guru's sons and his noble mother are imprisoned. 
A sense of horror and lament sweeps the town. 


They are shut up in a fearful dungeon and are 
in the grip of a nameless fear. Mata Goojri's mind 
is full of forebodings. For, there is no bound to 
the savagery of the Moghals. She has a bizarre 
dream as she snatches a wink or two. She sees 
her lovely grand-children being pierced by an 
arrow. She has again a tormenting vision. She 
sees the boys being snatched off by a gruffy person. 
Scared she invokes the Akal Purush to save the 
sweet boys. They are in the grip of singularly 
wicked men. Тһе lavish courtesies of these sinister 
men have the lure of death. As the sun beams 
creep into the dungeon the boys wake up. True 
to the tiny tots instinct, they plan an escape. Тһе 
grandma tells them that there is a strict watch 
around the tower and their plan would be foiled. 
Тһе dream comes true. Тһе assassin, а Rajput 
convert, comes. Не asks the grandmother to hand 
over the two boys. Questioned, he says the Nawab 
is in the Durbar and wants to see. the lovely 
boys. Finding Mata Goojri adamant, he goes 
back. He again cranes his neck and repeats the 


14. 


Agamnigam Digital Preservation Foundation, Chandigarh 


demand. In sugary words һе promises to bring them 
back safe. Mata Goojri has a profound distrust. 


However, she smartly dresses up the boys with 
the traditional robes of Singhs. А little Kirpan 
shines on their sides. They wear shining turbans 
with a lovely plumage fluttering on it. They are 
the very picture of innocence and charm. With 
tears welling up in her eyes Mata Goojri sends 
the boys to the horror camp. There is a full-dress 
Durbar. Nawab Wazir Khan, a burly figure with 
a freckled face, is enthroned. The boys are produced 
before him. А courtier in a crafty tone asks the 
boys to make a low Salaam to the deputy of the 
Moghal potentate, Nawab Wazir Khan. Zorawar 
Singh gives the spirited reply "Guru Parmeshwar 
apart I will salute none." Тһе challenging reply 
of the boy electrifies the court. The Nawab giggles. 
A courtier sneaks forward. He tells the brave lads 
their father and his garrison are wiped out. How 
lucky they have survived the carnage. Moreso 
they are in the gracious presence of the Nawab. 
Then Zorawar Singh flashes out “Му father is 
alive. Our fortune is ever bright". The advisers of 
the Wazir hold the view that instead of slaughtering 
the bullet-headed boys, better convert them to 
Islam. Тһе Wazir Khan in а persuasive tone 
tells (һе boys that they are orphans. Не feels for 
them. They should become Muslims, blossom into 
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Nawabs, enjoy the glitter of palace and the caress 
of howries. They should rule over the destinies 
of Sirhind. Rage leaps into the eyes of the boy- 
prisoners. They avow there is ап incurable 
difference and contrast between them and Islam. 
It is a struggle for faith and a point of doctrine. 
The gleam of Japji lights up their face. They are 
given time to think over and sent back to the cell. 
Next day the punishment drill starts. The bribe 
of hope is held out : Embrace Islam and meet the 
Delhi Badshah. He will rear you up with love 
and care. They can marry his pretty daughters. 
As the sons-in-law of His Imperial Majesty, they 
can rule over provinces. 


With a jewel-like flash in his eyes Zorawar 
Singh turns to his brother. The lofty tradition of 
the family, moral confidence of the Gurus and future 
of Khalsa speak through those eyes. They are 
speaking eyes and mirror the will-to-die. Zorawar 
2 Singh says “Our lineage is divine, we have a proud 
22 legacy. Our parents have bred us on the truths 
of Guru Nanak. We cannot betray our Guru, 
` our mother and the truths of our blood. How we 
can accept the religion of these Mlecchas, the desert 
oblins ? How dare they can ask us. Spurn 
em. Like our grand-father let us embrace the 
d sword and not Islam." The courtiers are 
rised when they overhear their flinty words. 
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In a firm tone they declare “We аге not lured by 
any earthly splendour. We stick fast to our Dharma". 
Wazir Khan in a fit of rage exclaims if they do not 
embrace Islam, they would be sliced up. One 
stooge pipes out that the brood of serpents should be 
scorched before it hatches. Zorawar Singh remarks 
only those who have no faith in God should fear. 
The assembled Sardars are astonished at their 
deathless courage. They could see the boys are 
touched with grace. Innocence mocks at the 
hangman. A stool-pigeon eggs on the Wazir to 
take a stern view. Then the Nawab looks at Sher 
Mohammad of Malerkotla. He insinuates “Here 
are the sons of a person who has slain your brother". 
Nawab Malerkotla replies only a coward will raise 
his hand on innocent boys. He counsels they 
should be let off. То harm the boys is to give a 
black smear to Islam. His revenge lay on the 
battle-field and not there. Тһе fawning courtiers 
insist on a blistering sentence. Тһе Nawab again 
tries brain-washing. It is futile. Their mockeries 
and jibes add a new irritant. 


Тһе defenders of Islam now take up the pincers. 
Needles are driven into the finger tips of the boys. 
They are asked to hold burning lamp. They are 
whipped on the back hips till the skin rips open. 
Tears roll but no groan is uttered. Тһе forces 
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of the under-world are putting out the 


tiny 
lamps of truth. 


With gashed limbs they are again produced in 
the Durbar. The Nawab is the great illustrative 
hangman. He believes in no diluted transmissions 
of Moghal justice. He concentrates his batteries 
on this little impudence. Orders are issued to 
brick them up alive. The boys stand erect and 
unmoved before that huge glittering flint, the Nawab. 
Names of their father and Akal Purush are on their 
lips. As they start bricking up, they do not twitch 
a nerve. A sweet radiance lights up their face. 
The bricks burst up and crumble. The super- 
natural element fans the fury of the tyrant. Тһе 
cave man issues the grim fiat their heads should 
be chopped off. The click of the executioners 
axe is heard. Two fragments of truth are 


smothered. Whirlwind shakes the town, trees fall, 
birds reel and die. 


This is the tale of martyrdom of two lads who 
wear Dharma as a flower in their button-hole. 
Wherever truth, courage and devotion to value 
are honoured, their names will ring true and echo. 
In the face of a tyrant and his glittering might, they 
raise their still small voice of truth. It could not 
be stifled. And its echo still rings out. 
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When this grim news is conveyed to Mata Goojri 
she shows a dignified restraint. Being a Yogini, 
she charges her breath to Dasham Dwar and forces 
it through Bramha Randra. She became a star in 
the heaven to light the path of martyrs. 


SIEGE ОЕ CHAMKAUR 


Columns of smoke rise. The thud of cavalry echoes. 
The leafy magic of the woods throws into bold 
relief the galloping riders. Their uniform is dusty, 
blood-stained and the wounds of battle are still 
fresh. Tall, hefty, with chiselled features, light of 
battle shining іп the eyes, sharp profile giving an 
angular touch to the grizzly beard, with martyrdom 
imprinted on their taut limbs, the Khalsa is dashing 
like a moral tempest. In the middle a winsome 
figure of unearthly bearing, with a plumage shining 
on his turban, long sword dangling on the left, is 
riding a shimmering horse. He belongs in spirit 
to the medieval world. He has grown up in the 
heart of battles. All round him wages the war of 
religion. He holds the centre of stage. 


In that turbulent era the old settled world is 
. cracking up. There is a convulsive struggle for 
the soul. At his moral rage thrones tremble. 
| His looks enrapture the devout. His words touch 
the heart and stir the imagination. He has the 


пу foresight of a saint and clarified will 
revolutionary. Guru Gobind Singh ss the 
| of history to the Moghul tyranny- 


| 


His legendary horse-men who strike terror into 
the heart of the giant-size, blue-shirted Turks, 
are now thinned down to forty. They have just 
snatched victory after a grim carnage. Again 
they are being hotly pursued by a solid column 
of the enemy. 

On the way a messenger stops the riders and 
discloses the secret that a formidable army of the 
Delhi Badshah is coming in the opposite direction. 
The forces are rushed in response to Field Marshall 
Khwaja Murdood’s urgent plea. It is a well-drilled, 
fully equipped army with its ranks swollen by hill 
chieftains and Lahore forces. This double-pronged 
move is planned to sandwitch the Khalsa. 


The Guru directs them to halt near a Gadi, a 
miniature fortress. The riders dismount and relax 
under a tree. Meanwhile, a Sikh goes and fetches 
the owners of the Gadi. They are two brothers, 
one a weakling and the other a gruff. Meanwhile 
five Ropold riders come fording the river Sarasa. 
They tell the Guru a handful of gallant Singhs 
perish fighting a rearguard action. The eldest son 
of the Guru, Ajit Singh, would be joining them 
any second: Mata Goojri with the last two sons 
of the Guru has sought the shelter of relatives at 
Ropold. It is arranged to send Guru’s wife to 
Delhi. He is worried over the safety of his mother 
and the two boys. He advises the Khalsa not to 
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leave Anandpur for a week. But he yields to the 
pressure of his mother and the Singhs. It upsets 
the strategy of the Guru and ends in the mud and 
carnage of history. 


The Guru negotiates shelter in the Gadi. The 
weaker brother hands over the key after taking a 
price for it. As the riders enter in, the bullying 
elder brother quits. Bhai Dayal Singh, Bhai Sant 
Singh, Sahebzada take up key positions. The Guru 
himself keeps a ceaseless vigil on the top. Mohan 
Singh and Madan Singh guard the front gate with 
guns. The coming few hours are very testing. 
The Guru is very thoughtful and mentally planning 
the battle. What pains him most is the servile 
attitude of the hill chieftains. In spite of the Jehad 
war-cry of the Moghal tyrant they act as his under- 
studies. They are envious of the moral stature 
and striking power of the Guru. They invoke the 

aid of the Delhi Badshah to disrupt the Khalsa 

. and annihilate the Guru. Diabolic jealousy, fear 
complex and clan selfishness find an ally in the 
rks. 


the Sikhs to fight, perish and live in the 
of history. Тағат naal jio: Uthe Bandhe. 


IOS SIT V 
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vultures fringing there feed on your torn limbs. 
Don’t yield to the blackmail of the Satan. Dharma 
is our only ally. It is beckoning us to deeds of 
glory, to martyrdom of man. It is the logic of 
history at its flash-point an Aurangzeb will produce 
a Khalsa. God has sent the Singhs to give a reeling 
blow with their paw to tyranny. Seal your faith 
with your hearts blood. Khalsa amar hai: Ye Adarsh 
Jivega. Warmed up by his charged words the 
Singhs show a wistful yearning for Vir Swarg. 


As night falls the two marching columns of the 
Moghuls converge at Ramgad. The Lahore 
regiment, Sardars of Malerkotla and Sirhind add 
a bit of colour and bravado to the surging mass of 
blue-shirts. They learn from the spies the Guru 
is entrenched in the Gadi. Brandishing the weapons 
and screaming resounding oaths, the Teddi Turks, 
pour like locusts on the gate. They are the first 
to open fire and the defenders return it. The 
Singhs are showering a hail of deadly arrows from 
the gun holes. Wave after wave the Teddi Turks 
lash against the gate. The Singhs are great archers 
and they shower fast the arrows and toss about the 
heads of the enemy. The entrance is red with 
blood and gore and the slashed heads, trunks, and 
hands fly about. It is the dance of death and the 
last offering of the Singhs to Naina Devi. Like 
cat-burglars the grim Turks try to scale the walls. 
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The hand of the Guru is a fast moving robot. The 
gold-tipped barbed arrows send them to heaven 
where lip-sticked howries would be waiting. 


It is ironic in this Dharma Yuddh, moral warfare, 

the Hindu chieftains act as the stooges of the Turks. 

When the gallantry of the Singhs has held at bay 

the onrushing Turks, the Raja of Bilaspur plunges 

into the thick of the fight. The Hun-Kaffir-axis 

has a criss-cross of purposes but a common target 

of hate—the leonine Khalsa. The Guru is a 
supreme strategist and with a band of forty gallants 

he is pulverising the Grand Moghal Army numbering 

over ten lakhs. Loyalty to the Guru and moral 

E fervour of the Singhs is writing an epic. Тһе Moghal 
potentate slyly watches the carnage from his Delhi 
roost. Whereas the twang of the bow of the Guru 
is raising a pyramid of slain Turks. The bloated 
. Ahireling army cannot liquidate a resistance pocket. 
| Dazed by the blows the Moghal military chiefs 
confer. То boost up the declining morale of the 
ops now the commanders lead the assault. 


n, Gulsher Khan and Nazir Khan are in the 
lt is the shining hour of the battle. The 
are e the flower of the army. The 


Every Singh is worth ала 
ing cry is uttered and the | | 


Turks unleash like a tornado. Тһе Guru’s face 
is bathed in an unearthly light. Tight-lipped he 
draws the quiver and pins to death the Moghal 
hero, Nazir Khan. A cry of lament shoots up 
and the invaders step back in a daze. 


In spite of the low cunning of the attackers, the 
Guru sticks to the code of war. His arrows are 
levelled only at the frenzied soldiers who either come 
to batter the gate or scale the wall. The armies 
not directly engaged in attack are spared. There 
is a heroic dignity and restraint about him. The 
field marshal Khwaja Mardood steps forward into 
the fray but the deadly arrows of the Guru unnerves 
him. Не crouches towards the wal апа shelters 
himself. If he had come in the open he would 
have been sliced up in a second. Meanwhile the 
gallant defenders of the bastion are running short 
of arrows and bullets. 


Now the Moghal army makes another determined 
bid to capture the Gadi. Nazir Khan, Khwaja 
Khizar Khan, and a host of warriors swoop 
like falcons. The defenders retaliate by a shower 
of arrows. When an arrow whistles, the head of 
a Turk is tossed up. Nazir Khan is pierced by a 
shaft and utters a terrific groan. At this dynamic 
moment a few gallant Singhs come out. They 
brandish their swords and thrust the javelin with 
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matchless skill. For the second time the field 

Marshal skulks away. The flash of the sword 

and the hiss of arrows spread panic among the 

ranks of the Turks. Nearly 20 Singhs, the flower 

of the Khalsa, perish while heroically defending 

the ramparts. They contest every inch of ground 

and their every sword thrust takes a toll. The 

Guru watches this blood bath and when the 

attackers come in numbers he twangs his bow. 

Khajan Singh, Dharm Singh, Dhian Singh аге 

; the first heroes to jump into the cauldron. Their 

^W courage inspires all and their striking power 

mesmerizes the Moghals. The gallantry of Mohan 

Singh has passed into legend. Flashing his sword 

he roars “Сотпе опе by one and meet my challenge". 

One bizarre-looking Turk picks up the gauntlet. 

А grueling combat begins. With bated breath 

| the Moghal army watches. The Guru is viewing 
| the enthralling spectacle. 


Тһе very pulse and rhythm of history beats at 
the Gadi. In an inspired thrust Mohan Singh 
. two the Pathan. One after another the 
ks engage him in combat. Mohan Singh 
nains the unvanquished. The great prowess of 
ows the field marshall into a fit 
lvo of bullets is fired and one of the 


ohan Singh, Saheb Singh and 3 


ll time is muzzled. Inspired CE 


Himmat Singh dart out. They slash the enemy 
and for a while clear the gate. Fighting now rages 
fiercely. As the two Singhs embrace martyrdom 
Ishwar Singh and Dewa Singh hurl themselves 
into the fray. They fight with deathless courage 
and perish. Deeply moved at the sight of the 
gallantry of the Singhs the Guru exclaims “Akal 
Di Ot, Guru Di Ot, Seacch Di Ot, Apni Ot.” Mehar 
Singh, Kawal Singh, Anant Singh, Lal Singh, Kartar 
Singh emerge out of the Gadi. From the enemy’s 
ranks Nazar Khan, Gairat Khan, Field Marshall 
Khwaja Mardood and Gulshan Khan step forward. 
The battle now assumes epic proportions in its 
frenzy and defiance of death. The Guru sits in 
his Vir Asan and displays matchless archery. He 
flings deadly arrows and they claim a heavy toll. 
War veterans Nazir Khan and Gairat Khan are 
pierced to death. Field Marshall Murdood prowls 
about and does not stalk his head. 


Dismayed the military chiefs confer. This gives 
a breathing space to the defenders. They meet 
in a council and implore the Guru to leave the 
Gadi with his two sons for a place of safety. The 
Khalsa is dear to the Guru as the apple of his own 
eyes. He is pained to see they are insisting on his 
escape. At this testing moment his eldest son, Ajit, 
Singh, with folded hands entreats the Guru to 
permit him to seek a martyr’s death. 


27 


Agamnigam Digital Preservation Foundation, Chandigarh 


When the Singhs іп опе voice beg him to escape 
with his sons the Guru pointedly says the Akal 
Purush would protect him. Ajit Singh does 
Parikrama thrice. Five bravest Singhs who have 
mastered the military science follow him. Atam 
Singh, Jawahar Singh, Dhyan Singh, Sukkha Singh 
and Bir Singh with a blazing concentration fall 
оп the enemy. They are locked up in a deadly 
combat with the ruthless Turks. Ajit Singh and 
Bir Singh are supreme swordsmen of the day. They 

| are nimble-footed, cagle-eyed and matchless in 
| thrust and parry. First Ajit Singh spears to death 
| а row of Pathans. He picks up the spear only when 
( . his arrow sheath is emptied. While pulling it out 
of the breast plate of a Pathan the spear-head 
breaks. Then he unsheaths the sword. Meanwhile 
he is encircled by the enemy. He falls on them 
like a hurtling lightning and mops them-up. In 

this process he is severely wounded. The Guru 

watches from the ramparts the Veera Rasa, the heroic 


He wants to blaze a moral trail. 
| Sardar Anwar Khan sitting in а 
quin and guiding the operations. Не springs 
ша and thrusts his short sword. This boy of 


His brother, who is 15, seeks permission to avenge 
Ajit Singh’s death. Though of tender age, he is 
an expert fencer and archer. The Guru gives 
him Amrit and with the light of battle shining in 
his eyes he darts out. A Jatha of five super-men 
joins him. In his sure marksmanship, Jujhar Singh 
recalls Abhimanyu, the epic hero. Like him he 
fights with leonine ferocity till his limbs are cut to 
pieces. In the military annals of medieval times 
the exploits of Ajit Singh, Jujhar Singh, Bir Singh 
and Mohan Singh will remain as banners. 


Meanwhile the enemy makes a final bid to 
capture the Gadi. They boast of capturing the Guru 
alive. They guess only a handful are left and the 
walls could be easily scaled. The Guru has kept 
a bundle of gold-tipped arrows for an emergency. 
His face is flushed with rage as he clutches at them. 
Assuming. his Virasan he flings his arrows. The 
Guru contests every inch of space. Those who 
are slow in retreating become a breakfast for 
vultures. The siege cements his title as the greatest 
archer in medieval times. He belongs to the line 
of the warriors of Bharata Varsha who are each, 
after their fashion, inimitable: Arjun, Vikramaditya, 
Shivaji. Moreover approach to the gate becomes 
difficult. One must wade through the mounds of 
the slain. Meanwhile the eagle eye of the Guru 
spots them. Fearing the losses would be colossal, 
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the military chiefs decide (о resume the attack next 
morning. They post patrols all round the Gadi. 


The Guru recites Ardas and in a solemn voice 
exhorts the Sikhs they should fight to the last man 
with God’s name on the lips and sword in hand. 
He tells them that on these three testing nights 
God is with them. In this moral war death is the 
illumination of life. The survivors appeal to the 
Guru to leave under the cover of night. Their 
victory lies in preventing his capture. It is no 
surrender but a change of tactics. In the non-stop 
12 hours battle the enemy has suffered over five 
thousand casualties. His love for Khalsa brings 
a rich glow of emotion to his face. Though 
tragedies have fallen on him like autumnal leaves 
yet the Guru is rock-like and serene. He then 
declares the five Pyara Sikhs and the Guru Granth 
as Guru henceforth. He takes the plumage and 
the sword and places it before the Panch Pyara 
and circles them thrice. Then he utters the 
memorable lines : 

Wahe Guruji ka Khalsa, Sri Wahe Guruji ki Fateh. 
He presents his arms to them and conditions them 
into heroes of conscience. In truth without the 


Guru the Khalsa is a crowd and not a disciplined 
unit. 


It is decided Man Singh, Dayal Singh and 
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Dharam Singh should accompany the Guru. Bhai 
Sant Singh and Sanyat Singh are posted in the 
Gadi. Ram Singh, Kekar Singh, Santok Singh 
and Deva Singh had to watch the tower, Jivan 
Singh and Kela Singh are asked to beat the drum. 
At the back of the Gadi they open the trap door 
and the Guru shadowed by the three companions 
walks away. The men on the tower shout Sikka 
ka Guru Nikal gaya, Hind ka Pir Nikal gaya. Hearing 
the shouts the Moghal soldiers grab their weapons 
and run helter skelter. They dash against each 
other. In that enveloping darkness they start 
fighting among themselves. Meanwhile deadly 
showers of arrows from the ramparts claim a heavy 
toll of life. Тһе Guru walks alone and the three 
Singhs go in different directions. Не instructs 
them to follow the direction of the star Revati 
and meet him at a definite place. 


The Guru appoints Sant Singh as the Jathedar. 
He is his double. He leaves with him a sheath 
of gold-tipped arrows and the plumed turban. 
Seeing him on the tower the Moghals think they 
have played a hoax. The vigorous drum beats 
lead them to the belief fresh reinforcements have 
come. The Sonmukhi teer is an unmistakable proof 
of the Guru’s presence in the Gadi. Meanwhile 
the three dispersed companions of the Guru start 
flinging arrows. The Moghals think they are the 
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initial sorties of the Sikh allies. As the sun rises 
Raja Ajmer Chand and Wazir Dost Lahori could 
be counted among the wounded. The carnage 
in the night is terrific. 


In the afternoon they resume the attack. Till 
the last round of ammunition and the last arrow 
is emptied the garrison resists. The invaders scale 
the walls and deadly combats ensue. All the 
defenders perish. Mistaking the handsome Sant 
Singh for the Guru the Turks scream with delight. 
Khwaja Murdood picks up courage and climbs 
the wall. Earlier on three crucial moments of 
battle he crawls near the wall. He chops off the 

: head of the double of the Guru to send it to the 
E: Badshah as a souvenir. The Teddi Turks thank 
ee the Allah for the death of Hind Ka Pir and the 
liquidation of the Khalsa. The grand Moghal 
Army is on a victory march triumphantly carrying 
the head of the Guru fixed to a spear. 


Ji is a ghoulish night. The hoot of jackals, 
eech of owls, groans of the dying, stench of 
orpses and hyena feeding on the veins add to its 
_ A lone Sikh lady is reflecting on this scene 
roism and bitter futility. Slowly she piles 
rood and cremates the bodies of 37 heroes. 
e and honour of Prasang Bibi Saran 
Spread across centuries. 2% 


In the siege of Chamkaur lust for power and 
renunciation of power, a perverse obtuseness and 
quiver of values, paradise of felony and alert goodwill, 
hired soldiers and martyrdom of Singhs are poised. 
Set against this grim background two chiselled 
profiles emerge: Ajit Singh and Jujhar Singh. 
They are a legend and an inspiration. The Gadi 
cements their title as great war heroes in the epic 
of man. 


SCROLL OF SHAME 


THE courage of Guru Gobind Singh springs from 
a transcendant certainty. He knows the destiny 
of men and nations are written in the stars. 
Nevertheless, his brooding on the Moghal tyranny 
raises a shiver. It throws off splendid moral sparks. 
The affarnama, his historic letter to Aurangzeb, 
is a philosophical judgment on gang-rule. 


It is a moot point in history from where he 

despatches it to Aurangzeb. After a careful scrutiny 

А of the evidential field we аге convinced it is written 

oe 2 at Dina, which lies in the outskirts of Kangar. We 

may make a fair guess it is written between Magh 
and Phalgun of Sambat 1761. 


= The Guru is aware of the consequences that 
would flow from such an impassioned letter. He 
| expects a treacherous attack any moment from 
` the Wazir of Sirhind. He encamps at Damdama 
ies d forges the sinews of war. First he visits 
Bhagte Pind. Bhai Bhagte Singh presents him а 
and receives his benediction. The Guru 
veral villages recruiting soldiers under his 
le also oed gue of ammunitions. 


Не tells the fecble-hearted it is their fear that comes 
in the shape of Yama or death. By the intense 
glow of his personality he converts Kapura and 
Sodi Kaur along with their sons and grandsons 
into Singhs by administering Amrit. He gives the 
boon that Kapuras progeny would rule and history 
justifies it. While he is touring Malwa a band of 
Sikh warriors joins him. Among them one could 
spot Maha Singh who submits Bedawa at Anandpur. 
It is wrong to infer that Guru Gobind Singh has 
only a remnant force of 40. It is true 40 resistance 
heroes enter the Gadi at Chamkaur, but other 
warriors are tied down at different pockets. They 
now respond to his clarion summons. In a resonant 
voice he makes it plain that he has no territorial 
ambitions. He is only removing the poison sacks 
of the tyrant. He expressly says that he is just 
carrying out the Hukum of Akal Purush. Thus 
he blows vigorously into an ethical trumpet. 
Recalling the non-violent resistance of Guru Tegh 
Bahadur and Guru Arjan Dev he maintains that 
the historical hour is not ripe for a violent upsurge. 
The writing on the wallis plain. Ifthe martyrdom 
of Guru Tegh Bahadur had brought about a heroic 
change of heart in the tyrant, then this Hukum of 
Akal Purush would have been superflucus. He 
has seen a series of tragedies being enacted Before 
his eyes. Не has watched the flowers of chivalry, 
Fateh Singh and Zorawar Singh, laying down their 
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lives at Chamkaur. Nor has he regrets for 
renouncing the regalia and comforts of Anandpur. 
The tragedy that overtakes his mother does not 
unsettle his heart. Obedience to Hukum makes 
him bear the martyrdom of his two angelic boys. 
Every pulse beat of his feels for the Hukum of Akal 
Purush and his created Jivas. 


aq ga 6% aes dT ear gE ê1 4 їч &% чч asa 
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He affirms my sword of spirit would annihilate 
the tyrant. If one chants the Satnam then its one 
valid inference is he must obey the Hukum. A 
brave Sikh should rally round his standard. Тһе 
true gift of the romantic warrior shines out. He 
puts his soul into the sword. The audience wake 
; up from a hypnotic couch. 


One Singh unsheathes his sword and draws a 
line on the ground. He asks the brave Sikhs to 
.. Cross the line and join the band of martyrs. When 
. the heads are staked then only it becomes the Khalsa. 


hould place his head on his palm and romp in the 
stre ы The tension mounts up. Four other Sikhs 

p o their feet and cross the line. When a lady 
ively steps forward it throws a spell on the crowd. 


лл алан ctun RID ME A Me cM e дана, PM АБС te rr a 


Seeing the fervour of the lady a batch of 40 more 
Singhs joins. Maha Singh who later carves a 
niche for himself also volunteers. The scene purifies 
the environment from a feeling of fear and 
insignificance. The moral quiver pervades. From 
now on it is a tale of dedicated souls. Then the 
volunteer force brandishes weapons and follows 
the Guru. They expect an attack from the enemy 
any moment and halt at Khijrana on the vicinity 
of a dried up tank. The Guru continues the 
journey. But Maha Singh remains there. He 
decides to halt the enemy at that point and engage 
him. It would give the Guru a breathing space 
to rethink his strategy. 


The Sikh army ambushes itself and adopts an 
ingenious device. It spreads big sheets over the 
bushes giving the impression of tents to the enemy. 
It cleverly deploys the forces into a Jatha of 10 
under a captain. As the Moghal army approaches 
the Khalsa opens fire. The gun fire is replied. 
Meanwhile the Guru is informed of the encounter. 
He perches himself in Birasan on the brow of a mound. 
The twang of his bow echoes. A fierce engagement 
ensues. The Guru is flinging deadly arrows slashing 
the columns of the enemy. They are not aware 
from which point these gold-tipped barbed arrows 
are coming. The enemy columns press forward 
and approach the bund. A fierce hand to hand 
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combat starts. The Sikhs fight with deathless 
courage and inflict heavy losses on the enemy. 
They annihilate the enemy by using the last round 
of bullets and the last arrow in the sheath. 
Thereupon they brandish the sword and make a 
death plunge into the heart of the enemy column. 
They are fighting with leonine ferocity. 


The Sikhs gaze at the Turks not only with the 
eye but the memory of Dharma. It is evident 
they have to perish. But they must bury the Kirpan 
into the heart of the enemy, before shuffling their 
coil. This apart, what greater honour is there 
for a Singh than to seek martyrdom in the immediate 
presence of the Guru. This thought gives them 
vitality and gusto and they display epic courage. 
After this bloody carnage only a bunch of 13 Sikhs 
is left. Making a desperate charge on the enemy 
— they thrust their swords into their bosoms and pull 
. out the entrails of the Turks. Thus they avenge 
€ savage treatment given to the boy martyrs at 
d. The casualties of the enemy are estimated 
00. As the last warrior perishes the Nawab 
shes forward to take possession of the tank. 
ıorror he finds itis dried up. It sets a puzzle 
n. He is wondering why the Sikhs fight so 
perat tely to retain this dried pit. 'Then he utters 

amy is wiped out and he could not 


m. _ Furthermore he is fondly c. 


a 


——_ eee Cae 


hoping to see the Guru among the slain. The hope 
turns into ashes in his mouth. When а fierce 
Pathan gallops forward a lady Sikh warrior spears him 
to death. She kills two more Pathans in the encounter. 
She is wounded. As a giant-size Turk tries to grab 
her, an arrow strikes him. They think the arrow by 
mistake had come from their own side. 


The Chaudhri tells the Nawab that they can 
find water at 30 Kose if they proceed farther, and 
10 Kose if they retreat. At this moment, an arrow 
darts in and slices up a hefty Moghal standing by 
the side of Wazir Khan. The Nawab decides to 
retreat, leaving behind the mounds of dead. When 
the army is out of sight the Guru dismounts 
and comes near the scene of carnage. He sees 
the agonising sight of the brave Sikhs with 
bullet wounds or sword thrust fallen on the field. 
As he walks over the mounds of the dead in 
search of the gallant Singhs, he is visibly moved. 
When his own sons perish at Chamkaur, he steels 
his heart, but it melts at the sight of the will-to-die 
of the gallant Singhs. A heavy tear rolls from his 
eyes. Wiping their blood covered faces, he fondly 
blesses them—‘‘You аге my Panj Hazari, Das Hagari, 
Tees Hagari”? Then he comes near a body curling 
up in agony. There is still a spark of life. Ina 
flash the Guru recognizes it is his favourite Jathedar 
and places the dying hero’s head on his lap. He 
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pours water into his mouth. Then he slowly opens 
his lids. To his supreme joy he sees the Guru 
fondly nursing him back to life. The dying soldier 
feels infinite joy to have a last rich glimpse of the 
redeemer. This fulfilled hero is Maha Singh. The 
Guru hugs him and tells him to ask a boon. In a 
voice choked with tears, he pleads the broken links 
should be forged. The Guru says he should ask 
a personal favour. He gives the dignified reply he 
wants a boon for the Panth and its heroes. Then 
he pleads he should tear off the Bedawa, a scroll 
signed by the deserters. Thereupon the Guru pulls 
out the scroll from his pocket and tears it to bits. 
The black spot on the soul of the Singh is removed. 


A faint smile plays on his lip. Then he falls into an 
eternal sleep. 


The Guru cremates the slain heroes. Before 
the battle theatre is known Rhidrana. After the 
epic fight he renames it Mukatsar. It opens the 
floodgate of bliss to the Singhs. Then in a rose- 
tinted voice he blesses “Тһе tank shall brim with 
sparkling waters. A town shall flourish. The people 
shall be gay and prosperous”. A Sikh informs the 
Guru that a wounded lady is lying in a bush. He 
smiles and walks up to her. She is senseless. Just 
near her the corpse of a fierce Turk is lying speared 
by her to death. Near him lay another body torn 
by the arrow of the Guru. Now one could easily 
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fit in the jigsaw. When the Guru by his power of 
intuition sees the Pathan trying to slash the throat 
of the lady warrior, he flings his arrow and kills 
him. He looks at her with his radiant eyes and she 
recovers from swoon. She is slightly wounded 
and receives first aid. 


Man is at his greatest purity and courage on 
the battle front. To him death is the immediate 
truth and it makes history. It transforms a dried 
up tank into an approach to eternity. 


The voice of Maha Singh is of an affirmative 
hero. His body is dissolved into the elements but 
the soul journeys across into Veera Swarg, the eternal 
domain of slain heroes. 
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ZAFARNAMA 


THE ZAFARNAMA connotes Vijaya Patra or the 

Victory letter. With a. fanfare the Guru proclaims 

the Chamkaur battle is a resounding victory for 

the Khalsa. Moreover, the Moghal despot belies 

his pledged word Khelaqui. It marks the Moghal 
Б sun-set and the rise of the Khalsa to power in the 
Punjab. Here is the full text of the historic letter 
written in Persian. No victorious leader in the 
world has this moral resonance. 


Victory to the Almighty. He is ever present, 
compassionate and the perennial source of grace. 
He is the giver of infinite joy. He also gives us our 
. daily bread. Не is the only shelter and the protector 

of all created life. He creates the tranquil and 
рру mind. Не is the potentate of the potentates. 
removes the evil hang-overs. He blazes the 
l way. Inspite of these elemental qualities, 
EE attributes, without form, он € a 


NC 


i 


altitude. Few can visualize him in the lofty 
condition as an essence. We figure it out only 
when we sec his grace or feel his presence, Though 
he is separated from the universe yet he sustains 
world life. ‘Though omnipotent his power is not 
blinding. It is flushed with a sweetness. While 
evaluating the deeds of man he shows a forgiving 
temper. He bestows on us the power of discrimi- 
nation. He protects the weak and blasts the wicked. 
He prescribes the moral code. Sitting іп the 
snowy abode he regulates the universal moral order. 
He is aware of the patterns of knowledge. You, 
the Emperor, and your minions are ignorant of 
this transcendant power. You swear on the Book 
of God but turn it into a moral stink. It is God 
the Almighty who delivers the final message or 
ultimate meaning of things. Being the Supreme 
Knower, he alone can correctly assess the value of 
men. The universe shines in his light. 


God alone can know the inner workings of the 
mind of the universe. He alone can unravel its 
riddle. He can remove the jars of life. It is diffi- 
cult to regulate the affairs of the world. Being 
a blend of knowledge, understanding and command, 
he alone can control the life process. 


I will give now a precise account of the march 
of events. You invoke God as a witness and swear 
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іп His name. Now I don’t believe in your brave 
oaths even for a split second. Nor have I faith 
in the oaths of your Dewans. Whenever they 
swear in the name of Qoran, they grossly violate it. 
Furthermore they unleash deluge on the victims 
of their trust. This is not the mutter of my feelings 
but it is the verdict of history. The divine hand 
protects those who scrupulously observe the oath. 
Your formidable legions encircle me. I came out 
unscathed out of that death ring. A lion hearted 
Singh mauls the enemy who comes in the front, 
and not creeps from behind. If I had not believed 
in your oath taken in the name of Qoran my gallant 
army would not have perished. True to the tradi- 


tion of betrayals, your generals break the solemn 
pledge at Anandpur. 


I will now crisply outline the hair-raising siege of 
CGhamkaur. You reflect for a second how а half- 
starved garrison of forty could hold at bay and 

inflict severe losses on a flanked army of ten lakhs. 
After the betrayal they came fast behind our heels 
ike locusts equipped with colossal ammunitions. 

еп your generals throw reason into wind, I had 
 unsheath my sword. How can I trust your 
edged word on Qoran when your generals open 
е without any provocation. But for their un- 


I couk never imagine they are such slimy 


es 2 = 
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crooks. If any one lays trust on Qoran-oaths, 
he will either become a prisoner or mount the gallows. 
Your bare-faced generals violate the oaths and 
make a treacherous attack on us. Your blue shirted 
army of gad-flies stealthily shelters itself under the 
rampart walls of the Gadi. Those who came in the 
open are sliced up by our barbed arrows. Only 
the sneaks escape our deadly shafts. 


Seeing the mass cowardice among your troops, 
the general, Nahar Khan, steps forward. Не is 
slain by my arrow. Тһе surging Pathans who 
come yeling met the same grim fate. А fierce 
Pathan darts with the speed of a bullet. His regi- 
ment charges against the gate uttering resounding 
oaths. Their houha and shouting is amply rewar- 
ded, and they are slain in large number, while two 
of my gallant Sikhs fall fighting. The commander 
of the invading troops is killed along with my two 
unperturbed Singhs. The Field Marshall Khwaja 
Mardood Khan crouches behind the ramparts and 
saves his skin. If he had come out in the open he 
would have tasted a bit of my gold-tipped arrows. 
Everywhere one could see the mounds of the dead 
slain by the bullets or the arrows. The earth 1s 
red with gore and ripped hearts of the slain. The 
severed heads and the torn limbs remind me of the 
game of Khido-Kundi (ball and stick). The таур 
of the dying sun light aglow mounds of the slain. 
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One could also see the faint moon peeping out to 
watch this great carnage. When a treaty made 
in the name of Qoran is grossly violated and when 
the generals behave like moral Thugs, God pro- 
tects the victims of their chicane. 


Open your eyes and see how fortunes of battle 
change overnight and how I walk over the death- 
trap smiling and victorious. It is difficult to imagine 
how for the sake of crazy ostentation you have 
brushed aside God and moral scruples. The stark 
truth is you are neither the votary of Deen, nor 
your wiles are in harmony with your Deen. Surely 
you have not grasped the meaning of cosmic design. 
Your belief in Mohammed is a fake. The reason 
is the man of faith honours his pledged word. You 
consider an oath of Qoran as mere gibberish. You 
аге insensitive to the truth that God is One and 
He is the silent witness of your perfidy. In the 
light of your betrayals I have no spark of faith even 
if you swear in the name of 100 Qorans. If you 
were sincere about your oaths and had no trickery 
at the back of your mind, you could have seen me 
face to face. I fix the blood guilt on you because 
without any prick of conscience you have violated 
a solemn treaty. You will be unmasked only when 
Mohammed in whose name you repeatedly swear 


and betray, cares to appear in person before you 
and charge-sheets you. 
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qi Guru Gobind Singhji did penance 


It is'your paramount duty to respect and act 
on your oaths. I have received your verbal and 


"written message. Іп fairness you should fulfil your 


promise and have the courage to come to me in spite 
of your preoccupations. It is incumbent upon a 
person to fulfil the promises given by him. But 
the tongue should not belie the promise the heart 
has made. 


-How craftily you have sent the message through 
the Qazi that you would be pleased to obey my 
command because Т ат a votary of truth. Further, 
you shrewdly say that because of your engagements 
in other theatres of wars, you are denied the pleasure 
of calling on me. You affirm your respect for my 
ethical personality. "How nice when you suggest 


that you would be grasping my hand in the same 


mood of reverence and felicity Akbar welcomes 


‘one of my predecessors. 


Ih all earnestness I _suggést you at least nite 
amends and come to me. I am ready . to send 
back yóur solemn bond for your scrutiny and 
remembrance. According to the version of the Qazi, 
it is proposed Kangar Qasba. Should be the venue 
of our meeting: ` There is no atom of fear for you 
té meet me there because the Brars owe their 
allegiance to ine. You come to me and have a frank 


exchange of views. I will show тау compassion 


` 
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and not revenge. I will forgive the many wrongs 


done to me. You should also bring as Nazar, a 
shining horse worth a thousand mohurs, and I will 
reciprocate by gifting away the land you are after. 
Remember for ever there is only one creator and we 
are his children. If the command comes from that 
higher source I will certainly present myself before 
you any second. If you are the high-priest of God 
then you should not waver in fulfilling your promise. 
Ifyou have an awareness of Mohammad then do not 
listen to eves-droppers and persecute the innocent. 
You are enthroned as the Badshah and you are the 
beacon of the human race. Your justice is bewil- 
dering. Your raging egoism too is a bit puzzling. 
Your methods of protecting your high religion 
are alarming. A thousand pities on your steward- 
ship. Golly ! Your charge-sheets are extraordinary. 


Its first casualty is truth. Remember the canon 


of God that those who swerve an inch from the moral 
way will invite self-destruction. When you brandish 
your sword for wrong and perverted ends then the 
same blade will recoil on you. The spiritual type 
does not neglect his specific duties. You know 
your God. The Almighty is contentment itself 
and has no time for flatterers. The real Badshah 
or potentate is the one who has shed fear and links 
power to humility. The Almighty is self-created. 
Both the sky and earth are his reflected shadows. 
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He is the creator of the tiny ant as well as the mighty 
elephant. He alone can give elemental strength 
to the oppressed and weak. He punishes those who 
wilfully abandon their duties and mock at the truths 
of life. This is why, God is called Deenbandhu. God 
gives and never receives. He is the sovereign and 
indescribable. He reveals the lighted steps to the 
ultimate reality. Why you bear the moral burden 
of Qoran on your head. Don’t parody it. Please 
shove it off. Have an intelligent grasp of things and 
act like a brave man. It is true my four sons 
perished. It matters little when my Khalsa of 
coiled serpents is still alive. What bravery is yours 
which extinguishes the sparks of life. Rather you 
are fanning a forest fire which would in the end 
devour your empire. The illustrious Poet, Firdausi, 
utters the enchanting words “To precipitate moral 
ruin is the work of Satan”. One day I will arraign: 
you before the bar of God. If you deny justice, 
then God will upbraid you. It is not too late to 
repent and reform. If you mend your ways even 
now, you will win the grace of God. Even justice, 
is dear to God. You learn to prize it above your 
whim. Till now you have brought infinite miseries 
and tears. It is pretty clear you have no awareness 
of God. Rightly then, the compassionate God is 
not also aware of a cruel potentate. Your fabulous 
wealth neither pleases nor lures Him. Swear by 
hundred Qorans I have no spark of trust in you. 
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То respond to your invitation is to court a neat 
guillotine. I will not come near you or set foot 
on the path leading to your capital. 


The supreme potentate Aurangzeb is the child 
of destiny. He is a skilled fencer, a fine rider, 
very winsome, has a sharp intellect and commands 
a legion of Sardars. He issues the writ as well as 
feeds the millions. His bounties are infinite. He 
is lion-hearted. His overlordship of the earth is 
undoubted. But Deen (moral symbol) is far far 
away from him. 


Mine is a moral warfare. Its basic aim is the 
protection of Dharma, the weak and the persecuted. 
The interest and safety of the hillmen lay in rallying 
round my banner. They plotted against me and 
invoked your aid. You forgot for a moment your 
wrath against the infidels and ranged against me. 
What strange alliance with debased chieftains ! 


It is vital to remember that any one who prac- 
tises crookeries and ignores the teaching of Dharma 
shall perish. By the grace of God one man can 
fight a vast army flanked against him. The might 
of a villain crumbles before the Hukum of God. 
Compassion is inherent in him. He breaks the 
fetters of the devotee and lights a candle in the 
enveloping darkness. It is again his infinite grace 
that enables the redeemed to chant his name. 
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The hand of God always protects the one who 
remains in wordly life and walks on the razor-edge 
of values. The person who serves God with all his 
heart receives his abounding grace. The plottings 
of the enemy will be of no avail. God will be his 
surest ally. Even when a lakh of enemies envelope 
him, God throws a protective cordon. Your eyes 
are fixed on a swollen army and its plunderings. 
But my eyes have an inward focus. You are proud 
of your imperial trappings. My only prop is God. 
Remember this world is a dak bungalow where 
pilgrims stay for a brief moment and push off. 
The most natural thing for man is to die. Time 
sweeps all into its receptive lids. No doubt you are 
a potentate but do not cause an ache in the heart 
of the poor. Remember this one lesson of history. 
The power of a potentate is mere dust in the 

imoral balance. 
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YOGIC MIRACLES 


Tue Кімс of Yogis who has kept the common touch, 
the sporting Guru whose shafts tigers апа bisons 
dread, the heir to an immense spiritual inheritance 
and the hero of Chamkaur has walked a few miles 
and rests under a banyan tree. In the eyes of the 
masses he enjoys a prestige comparable to that of 
royalty. Не and his gallant sons become the focus 
of the stirring events in which they move. Small 


wonder if his personality mutes the Turks and 
rouses envy. 


His appointment with destiny is at Chamkaur. 
The Teddi Turks are cocksure he would be stranded 
like a whale on sand bank. He hits on a stratagem. 
With his invariable commonsense and magnificent 


courage he executes it and justifies the famous 
sobriquet : Hind Ka Pir. 


There two Gujars, ranchers, edge near the re- 
doubtable Guru. They recognise and salute him. 
The siege of the Gadi has spread like prairie fire- 
The populace has a sob for the trapped Guru. 
Naturally these two buffalo tenders are puzzled to 
see him. One of the dimwits cries out “I will get а 
swell reward if I divulge”. The Guru tosses at 
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him а gold Mohur. After pocketing the hush 
money, he raises an alarm. The Guru thrusts his 
sword and slices him. Bare-footed he walks across 
rugged places. He just crouches into a bush and 
relaxes. Then he resumes his journey. Three 
days back he leaves Anandpur, fights a heroic battle 
and is fatigued. It is a proof of his epic mould he 
could bear the unbearable. He has a frugal meal 
of the leaves of Ak. He stretches his tired limbs 
and snatches a few winks. An elemental Guru 
who treads on the red carpet and is courted by the 
royalties of the country, sleeps on bare earth under 
the freezing stars. The serene face of the Guru is 
thrown into a bold relief by the calm and vitality 
of nature. It is a strategic point and he can have a 
binocular view of any intruder or enemy. The 
three other devout Singhs are also coming in the 
direction of the star. The shades of night slowly 
dissolve. Silvery fringes of light stream in. Half 
of mankind forgets its dread and pang. Night is 
the great nurse. It soothes the frayed nerves and 
pours a golden balm on the heart. In deep sleep 
all the sense organs rest in Pran. 


As dawn breaks in they reach that point. One 
of them goes to fetch water from a spout. Daya 


` Singh drags his numbed legs. Dharam Singh 


notices a glitter from a distance. The precious 
stones on Guru's fingers emit a soft light. Mann 
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Singh feels all the joys of heaven when he spots the 
Guru. Не is deeply moved when he sees the 
Siddha Purusha lying on the thorny ground. Mann 
Singh beckons his comrades Daya Singh and Dharam 
Singh and they join him. They sit at the feet of 
the Maha Yogi. One of them is patrolling. The 
Guru wakes up. Не rubs his eyes іп wonder and 
then recongnizes the three gallant Singhs. Dharam 
Singh suggests before sun-rise they should get into 
a hide-out. The Guru smilingly says they should 
walk into a nearby garden. He sends one of them 
to bring some oats. The servant in charge of the 
Persian wheel makes a fair guess he is the Guru 
and runs to his master to convey the news. The 
servant entreats the Guru to spend the day in the 
garden and after nightfall to move to his house. 
Gulaba is the darling of the village. The Guru 
accepts his hospitality. After a wash, he drinks 
the milk brought by Gulaba. The Sikhs also share 
it and rest a while. Gulaba and his brother keep a 


strict watch. In the night the Guru and the three 
Singhs move into his house. 


Meanwhile, a neighbour brahmin walks in and 
offers sweets to the Guru. He lionizes him as the 
Avatar to defend Dharma. The Guru is touched 
by his fervour and presents him five gold mohurs. 
Meanwhile another neighbour, a Syed, shouts at 
the top of his voice enquiring about the visitor. 
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The Guru throws some mohurs as hush money. 
It shuts the mouth of the Syedani. In the little 
hamlet the news buzzes round of the Guru's stay. 
Two Pathans, Ghani Khan and Nabi Khan, spot 
him. They have sold horses to the Guru before. 
He also meets Qazi Inayat Ali who is his childhood 
pal. From this Machhuawada the Guru sends a 
letter to Aurangzeb giving a correct picture of the 
siege. The letter is sent through his trusted envoy 
Daya Singh. This historic letter is unearthed by 
Sardar Umrao Singh Sher-Gill Majithia, an uncle 
of Sir Surendra Singh Majithia. 


“I am penning these lines in the name of the 
supreme wielder of the sword, the arrow and the 
shield; in the name of the sustainer of the legion 
of heroes; in the name of the matchless rider of the 
war horses; in the name of the almighty who has 
made you the Delhi potentate; and in the name of 
the one who has given me the stewardship of the 


defenceless and the prostrate.” 


“Your twin allies are force and fraud. They 
subserve your vaulting ambition. Whereas I listen 
to the whisper of truth, you listen to the rage of 
hirelings. Your deeds mock at your name because 
you revel in treachery. The spiritual grace i 
fled out of your rosary. The reason 15 the bea s 
are a ruse to catch birds and the thread a deceptive 
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net. You have sliced up your brothers апа im- 
prisoned your father without a wrench at the heart. 
To put it graphically, you have soaked the clay 
of your father with the blood of your brother. Your 
house of sin and guilt is built of this clay. I will 
shower a hail of bullets and demolish your abode 
of guilt." 


“You have come back from your Deccan and 
Marwar exploits covered with defeat and thirsting 
for blood. Your rapacious eye is now riveted on 
this fair region. I will cripple your might and will 
see that you won't get the Kaffirs veins to feed on. 
It matters little if a wolf by its small crookeries 


destroys my two sons. The lion is still alive and it 
will avenge itself." 


^I will not ask any favour from you. I have seen 
your Allah and his ways. I have no faith in your 
pledges and the only recourse left is the sword. 
You may be ingenious like the wolf and set a trap 
for the lion. But this lion can smell a bait and 
slimy men too. Even at this harassed moment if 
you meet me I will blaze the moral path for you. 


Instead of destroying two armies, you come three 
miles off with two chosen Sawars. 


I will ride in 
alone.” 


. “Let us sheath the swords and honourably settle 


our scores. The fact remains you are bred on a 
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princely diet. You have never fought a 
duel." 


He leaves unnoticed Machuawada and passes 
through a cluster of hamlets and reaches Капеј. 
There he meets a Jat, Phatta. The Guru asks for 
a horse. He brings a low set pony. It raises his 
smile. He pointedly says he should bring a shiny 
horse. The Jat bluffs his son-in-law has trotted 
off. The Guru observes it is a sickening lie. When 
he goes home the Jat finds the horse is stung by a 
cobra and dead. From there the Guru pushes off 
to Kripal Udasi. 


A band of soldiers again gather round his banner. 
Абег passing through many villages апа wild 
tracts, he decides to enter the kingdom of Sob. 
Meanwhile the soldiers whose pay is in arrears hold 
the reins of his horse at the frontier. In a sullen 
mood they demand first he should clear their pay 
and then enter the neighbouring state. The Guru 
pleads they should have patience till he gets the 
offerings. It would be distributed. They pay no 
heed and pipe out the Guru had predicted heavy 
showers and bumper crops. His words have not 
come true. Months back they have left their homes 
and they have no harvest to collect. It is true their 
sword is dedicated to his cause, but their kitchen 


fires are cold. 
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Finding the situation tense the Guru picks up 
his bow and flings an arrow at the vast blue expanse. 
He steadily looks at the sky. At this dynamic 
moment his gaze is carth-shaking. A few minutes 
after clouds gather, fire flashes rent the sky and kegs 
of clouds burst. It rains heavily. Тһе tanks аге 
filled and rills flow in silvery inks in the forest. 
Guru Nanak Dev's famous line Sadhu ka mahima 
Veda na jane comes true. Then the Guru asks the 
wondering soldiers whether they want money or 
Sikhi. They blabber Sikhi-money! Не could see 
the lure of money is strong in them. This apart, 
it is a basic human need. At this testing second а 
Sikh comes escorting a mule laden with sovereigns. 

Не offers it as Nazar to the Guru. Smilingly he 
. asks where he got it. He gives the smart answer 
you have your current account with Kuber. Then 
_ the soldiers are paid off. Turning to the Jathedar, 


E: i the Guru asks what should be his reward. He 


movingly remarks ‘Sikht ka dan mangda ham. It is 


HERO OF CONSCIENCE 


Tue Dursar of Guru Gobind Singh has a touch 
of regalia. Like a magnet he draws towards him 
the topping Pandits, poets, musicians and painters. 
It is a court of minds. He honours genius with 
character. It is ап epoch of darkness at noon. But 
a pearly light radiates from the Guru’s face. Nature 
has put all her art and grace into his making. As 
a Yogi, musician, poet, general and orator he is so 
surpassing. In spite of these blinding flashes of 
genius, he is so intensely human. 


One evening as the Durbar is about to close the 
keen-eyed Guru sees at the entrance a Fakir with a 
glowing face. The Guru beckons him and enquires. 
who the Premi is. Dana Singh replies he has come 
to the great redeemer. Тһе Guru observes that 
the door of Akal Purush is always open to all Jivas. 
Тһе Guru pointedly asks whether he would accept 
with all his heart Sikhi. Enraptured the Fakir 
makes а low bow. The Guru hints that his action 
would anger his followers. The Fakir submits his. 
disciples would swing in step with him. The Guru 
reminds the Fakir that the path of the Sikhi is the 
razor-edge. He must pluck his faith out of the 
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heart of suffering. The Fakirs sees іп the gesture 
of the Guru the excitement of spiritual hope. The 
Guru knows the Fakir cannot reassemble the broken 
vase of faith. Denial of Sikhi means а break-up 
of his personality. Moved to his depths, he orders 
Amrit to be prepared. The ceremony is traditional 
and colourful. 


First the Panch Pyara line up. Needless to say, 
Mann Singh leads them. The Guru, the great 
fulfiller, is a democrat. The Khalsa is a community 
-of ardent souls believing in tradition and trenchancy. 
The Sikh bows to the sword but cherishes the de- 
mocratic vote. The Guru is singularly free from 
sophistication. Though the bestowal of Sikhi on 
Fakir Ibrahim Syed is a prestige issue, he seeks the 
assent of the Khalsa. The baptism of the Fakir 
is a stirring event in the cavalcade of the Khalsa. 
‘The Fakir has a compelling spiritual profile. 
Naturally his embracing the Sikhi unhinges the 
Islamic world. The doctrine of Sikhi is not a 
limiting tenet or symbol. It is the epitome of the 


Bramhan ideology. Even the ceremonial aspect 
has a refreshing cosmic tone. 


The Sikhi ceremony of this Fakir is a model of 
lucidity and meaning. 


The Guru Granth is placed сп a shining little 
cot wrapped in an embroidered cloth. There is 
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a shimmering chandni atop. The Tabya is sitting 
behind the Granth, chanting the sacred lyrics. 
Great emphasis is laid on purity, inner and outer. 
The Panch Pyara as well as the initiate bathe, wear 
clean clothes and deck themselves with the five 
prescribed symbols (Kutch, kesh, kirpan, kangha and 
kara). The Fakir has transformed himself into a 
Singh. He has worn the Kutcha. The tiered grace 
of the lemon-yellow turban lights up his broad 
intellectual forehead and angular beard. His hair 
flowing in myriad ringlets is now tied up into a 
beautiful knot. То the left of his waist a long sword 
dangles and to the right the kripan is fixed. A 
sense of spiritual fulfilment beams out of his face. 
His dignified bearing recalls the sculptured beauty 
of Ellora. The Panch Pyara led by Mann Singh 
line up. Mann Singh picks up a steel cauldron, 
pours some clean water and Batasa and stirs it with 
a Khanda (double-edged sword). 


When the Sadguru questions them whether or 
no they would accept the Fakir into their spiritual 
kinship, the answer is a straight-forward yes. Then 
the Guru commands Mann Singh “The Amrit is 
the elixir of life. It brings a rich vision of God. 
Administer it to our spiritual brother.” Thereupon 
with a charming gusto they make Karrah Parshad 
and the stage is set for baptism. 

Then Mann Singh turns into a big interrogation. 
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Сап you soar above caste and dogma which impale 
man ? Сап you accept the religion of identity and 
in-seeing ? Can you disown your ego and own 
the universe ? Have you unwavering loyalty and 
reverence for the Guru ? Have you grasped the 
meaning and power of Satsang? Do you know it 
opens a window on the Akal Purush ? Can you 
encase Sikh Dharma in your heart ? He puts his 
heart on his lip and his smile affirms his newborn 
faith. Warming up Mann Singh pointedly asks him 
whether he would observe the daily disciplines, 
the five symbols, four self-denying ordinances and 
donate one-tenth of his earnings for charity. The 
Fakir nods assent. Turning to the assembled Sikhs 
Mann Singh rapps out “could I administer the 
Amrit 22 In опе rasping voice the Sangat pro- 
claims *Wah-i-Guru ki Agnya". These brief seconds 
are tormenting to the Fakir. His pulse beats faster. 
А forest of eager arms shoot up signalling consent. 
The Panch Pyara are ceremonially dressed for the 
occasion. They stand before the Guru Granth. 
First the Jathedar springs to his feet. There is the 
rustle of dresses and the vast congregation stands. 
In a solemn voice they beseech the Guru Granth 
“Неге is an ardent soul who wants to accept your 
noble faith. The Panch Pyara are also here. Pray, 
graciously permit us to give Amrit to him". Then 
Mann Singh with beaming eyes looks at the Sadhu 
Sangat. The Tabya (Granthee Singh) on behalf 
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ofthe Sangat and the Guru Granth accords permission, 
The Panch Pyara sit in the imposing Vir Asan, 
the traditional pose of the heroes. They touch 
the steel cauldron placed on a tripod which contains 
pure water and Batasa. In the other hand a double- 
edged sword is held. They bring to their inward 
view the effulgent image of the Akal Purush. Their 
gaze is fixed on the water. 


Then they recite in an incandescent voice 
Jaapjee Sahib, Faapjee and Sawaiye. The other four 
Pyaras repeat the Sawaiye turn by turn and pass 
on the Khanda from one to the other without removing 
the Khanda from the Amrit. Тһе Fakir is watching 
the ritualistic ceremony with mounting zeal. Then 
they recite chaupaye which has a rhythmic beat and 
heart-reviving. Mann Singh lustily chants Anand 
Sahib which has a hard core of values. First the 
leader of the Pyaras rises to his feet holding the 
cauldron of Amrit propped up by the other four 
Pyaras. Then the leader offers Ardas before the 
Guru Granth. He invokes the Akal Pusush in the 
presence of the Guru Granth Sahib. Mann Singh 
says "the Amrit is ready and with your gracious 
permission we will administer it to this earnest 
seeker. May this event mark his moral re-birth. 
May this event mark a radical break with his old 
caste, creed, belief or any other taboo. May he 
develop a consuming love for your holy feet. May 
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the spirit of brotherhood be firmly implanted in 

his heart. May your spiritual aroma surcharged 

in this Amrit become a truth of his blood. We 

devoutly pray your grace should ever inspire him 

to remain firm in the belief and in the service of the 
92 

cause". 


At this dynamic moment Mann Singh recites 
the Mool Mantra which is the heart of the Sikh 
Life-view. The Guru Mantra is repeated five times. 
Thereafter the Panch Pyara as well as the initiate 
walk up to Guru Gobind Singh who is watching 
the ceremony. With the right palm supported by 
the left the Fakir bends forward. Mann Singh 
administers the Amrit five times. The Fakir sips 
it. At each sip Mann Singh asks the Fakir to recite 
Wah-i-Guru ji ka Khalsa, Wahe-Guru ji ki Fateh. Ав 
he repeats these stirring words every fibre in his 
body is shot through and through. The leader 
then sprinkles the Amrit into his eyes as a purifi- 
catory rite and again asks him to repeat the above 
charged words. Simultaneously he sprinkles it on 
his head also. The residue in the cauldron is given 
to the Fakir to drink. In a vibrant voice Mann 
Singh tells the Fakir that from now on Guru Gobind 
Singh is his spiritual father and Mata Sahib Devanj 
his spiritual mother. His place of birth would be 
Keshgarh Sahib. He would be the resident of 


Anandpur Sahib and his name would be Ajmer 
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Singh. Then Ajmer Singh is asked to recite every 
day Japa, Jaap, Sawaiye, Raheras and Sohila. Не 
enunciates the daily observances, to join Satsang, 
to observe the saints’ calendar, to be present in 
Katha and Kirtan, to extend hospitality to Sikhs, 
and pandits, to do acts of Dharma, to give one-tenth 
of his earning to Guru, and to listen or recite Guru 
Granth Sahibji, to speak truth, and not to violate 
the five symbols, to non-cooperate with Meenen, 
Masand, Dhirmaliye (social pests), to avoid the 
company of smokers, those who sell their daughters, 
abuse the Gurus, lie, gamble, steal and drug addicts. 
When any of the four Kurahit (prohibitions) are 
committed such as Halal Khana (Kutha) i.e. eating 
Halal, adultery, tanshering the head and drug 
addition, the company of such persons is to be 
avoided. If these injunctions are violated they 
must take Amrit again and accept the punishment 
given to them by the Panch Pyara. 


. They must show reverence to the images of the 
ten Gurus enshrined in the Guru Granth as the 
supreme preceptors. Further injunctions are to 
show reverence to parents and to obey the commands 
of the master. Ajmer Singh listens to these reci- 
tals of duties with evident relish. As the Panch 
Pyaras rise before the Guru Granth, Ajmer Sigh 
also joins them. Then turning to Ajmer Singh 
Mann Singh exhorts him to lead a dedicated life. 
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He should believe іп one Akal Purush who sustains 
the creative process. He should visualise him as 
the self-created seed, the perennial light, the omni- 
potent, the fearless and the fount-spray of Prema. 
He is the spiritual father bereft of any taint of revenge. 
This means we should treat all his creation as bro- 
thers. He is the supreme giver and he is pleased 
with our disinterested service. He is the eternal 
soul stripped of attributes. He must be worshipped 
with blazing and pure Prema. There is a false 
wooden curtain fixed between the individual soul 
and the universal essence. He is all pervading, 
all knowing. 


Wahi-i-Guru should become the breath of our 
nostrils. This is Guru Mantra. This Mantra 
is the spiritual armour and brings perennial bliss. 
It enables the Sikh to control the changes of the 
mind-stuff and tread on the moral way. Ajmer 
Singh endorses every syllable uttered by Mann 
Singh and prays the Guru should become the flesh 
of his flesh and the bone of his bone. Then Mann 
Singh assures him the Guru is now his integral 
part. The entire congregation offers the final 
prayer to the Guru for having bestowed his grace 
on Ajmer Singh. Ajmer Singh listens to the chants 
enraptured. The Karrah Parshad is distributed 
among the vast congregation. Karrah  Parshad 
is made of wheat flour, ghee and sugar mixed in equal 
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sheet-achor of my fait 
j ied of pang and sin. Every spark of my 
energy is now dedicated to the moral symbol. This 
is the hour of my fulfilment.” He asks whether 
the Guru ordered him to follow him or to remain 
Dana Singh tells him he can stay back. 


But the spell of the Guru remains unbroken. 
Ajmer Singh wants to be his camp-follower. Dana 
Singh reminds Ajmer Singh that in the event. of 
his following the Guru his hermitage and disciples 
would be neglected. Ajmer Singh remarks “I am 
no longer interésted in the fabulous gifts of my 
followers, I want inner poise and also an eyeful 
of Guru’s image, This ін my one joy and one 
consolation in life," Dana Singh remarks, what 
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a sacrifice ! Who can stop the yearning of Ajmer 
Singh. His Akulta (yearning) brings the Kripa 
(grace) of the Guru. In a flash he comes to him. 
In a voice like the violincello he asks Ajmer 
Singh to accept a life of devotion for values. He 
says we hear from afar the voice of the distressed. 
Our credo is to foster Dharma, to remove pain 
and to spread the light of grace. Не asks Ajmer 
Singh to join the band of seekers. 


Thus, out of the warmish ashes, a hero of 
- conscience rises. 


АМ AVATAR 


In the birth of Guru Gobind Singh spirituality 
secures a foothold in the Moghal period. Venera- 
ted Yogis and Fakirs receive the tidings. 


The soul of a sage or Fakir is like cismograph. 
It can record the moral tremor. When this creator 
of an epoch is born, on Sunday, Saptami Push, 1723 
Sambat, Fakir Bhikan Shah receives the vibration 
and comes to Patna. He is anxious to strengthen 
the bonds between two souls. When he sees this 
heir to a historic name, he is enraptured. Не places 
at the feet of the baby two bowls, one containing 
water and the other milk. Strangely enough, it 
touches both the bowls with its feet. The baby 
gives a jerk with its tiny feet and both the bowls 
topple over and mix. The Fakir had some mis- 
givings that when the baby would blossom into a 
saviour, it might be partial to the Hindus. He 
construes milk as Moslems and water as Hindus. 
The divine manifestation of the baby, its impartiality 
and power of synthesis are magnificently portrayed. 
The Fakir could not transcend the personal element. 


It is a hermitage on the banks of the Ganga. 
Wind laden with the scent of Chameli is blowing. 
There is a cluster of trees and the birds-song fills 
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the air with melody. Тһе atmosphere is charged 
with a strange yearning for divine love. A couple, 
who reign unquestioned in the social world, walk 
in. They see a sage absorbed in divine symphonies. 
They silently prostrate before that craven image 
of inwardness. After a while the sage opens his 
eyes full of spiritual fire and confidence. He greets 
the couple with a merry twinkle in the eye. They 
have come with a fond hope. The sage could read 
their mind. In a tremulous voice Raja Fatehchand 
entreats the celebrated sage, Shivaduttji, to bless 
them with a child. They are without an heir and 
it is their one ruling passion. Shivaduttji disowns 
his super-natural pranks. But the couple is 
insistent. Thereupon he tells them that the divine 
light which manifests itself as Rama, Krishna and 
Buddha, is reborn in Patna. The baby is cute, of 
peach and cream complexion, with lustrous eyes 
and enshrines the virile essences of the land. He 
advises them not to have an atom of desire in the 
heart. They should hug this baby to their bosom 
and enter into communion with the creator. They 
should purify their life of insignificance and attach- 
ment and reach the peak of Prema. Bramha in his 
wisdom and grace has taken this human form to 
establish the reign of justice and fairplay on earth. 
What greater glory is there for man than to behold 
this divine babe. At this moment he has a mental 
picture of the birth of the supernatural child. He 
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closes his eyes having an eyeful of its image. The 
saint creates an astral field around him which lifts 
the royal couple to a moral altitude. 


In the dynamic presence of the sage, they 
transmute their selfish desire for an heir into a 
craving to become the foster parent of the divine 
babe. Opening his lids the sage counsels them to 
develop the power of inwardness. Then only the 
divine light manifests itself before them. Only 
the yearning soul can behold the Parama  Tattua. 
The Rani too rises to the occasion and pleads her 
husband should give up the mental itch for an heir. 
Rag or a sense of selfish possessions abridges man’s 
personality whereas Vairag or love without any 
taint of attachment expands his soul into ever widen- 
ing circles of awareness. The Raja reels out his 
home-spun philosophy. 


It is an illusion to think that a son would save 
the parents from hell fire and brimstone. Rather 
the adoration of this Bala Pritam, the child eternal, 
will bring bliss nearer. 


Shivduttji is a Siddha Purusha. His very look 


. makes the royal couple enter into Sahajawastha. 


They see before them the glorious image of a child 
shooting targets with a tiny bow and arrow. They 
see it teasing the maids drawing water from the 
well. They could imagine the panic and screams 
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of the maidens, their complaints to Mata Goojri, 
the protective solicitude of the mother and her tip 
to the young ladies to use metallic pots. His Bal 
Leela comes before their eyes like a television curtain. 
Then the Rani Sahiba hears the Anhad sound, Ma Ma. 
There is magic in that voice and it awakens her 
dormant maternal instinct. Тһе sound has haunting 
beauty and makes her crazy. An enchanting boy 
of five with his hair tied up into a little knot over 
the head, with speaking eyes as if two little birdie 
have lurked in them, his taut limbs and graceful 
profile comes nearer and fondly addresses her with 
the magic word Ma. She warmly hugs the child 
and showers soft pecks of kisses. The scene is 
very vivid and moving. She feels the fulfilment 
of an idyllic dream. 


As she is holding the child with a grasping love 
she gently opens her lids. She still feels the image 
is standing before her lids, and his infant warblings 
echo in her ears. The Raja Sahib too feels the 
boy is on the lap of his wife and the scene is a banquet 
to his eyes. The impact of the sensations is lasting. 
Strangely enough, at this moment the boy has an 
esoteric experience of meeting a foster mother and 
confides the secret to Mata Goojri. The mother 
cunningly asks how he can love two mothers at 
the same time. The boy smartly replies “Has not 
God given two eyes, one for each of you”. The 
pranks of the boy are enjoyable. 
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His little bow has a snob appeal апа wins fame 
for him. But it fills Mata Goojri with an anguished 
concern. For, its targets are water pots balanced 
on the head of young ladies. One day when a 
girl is drawing water from their well, he flings an 
arrow. It cuts the rope and the pot sinks in the 
well. The unerring precision wins the wolf-whistle 
of the tiny-tots. But the scared girls complain 
to Mata Goojri. The pot is hooked and shoved up. 
To their surprise they see a hissing cobra in it. 


The boy blossoms into Hind Ka Pir. Now 
enduring fame is his. He stands in the medieval 
pages of our history, with a falcon on his index 
finger and a spear in hand, harpooning the tyrant. 
Historians have still to reveal the comprehensive 
nature of his genius and the hidden facets of his 
glory. 

An Avatar is not the pertinent theme of a 
historian. Nevertheless, the deeds of an Avatar are 
the raw facts of history. The stirring episodes 
in the life of Hind Ka Pir have given a new 
dimension to our historical thinking and action. 
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opens up а new realm of 
awareness. We enter it with 
constantly renewed delight. It 
shows the complete range, dazzle 
and sublimity of Guru Nanak 
Devji’s thought and technique. 
Even its smallest spiritual con- 
fidences persuade or charm the 


reader. 
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THE SIKH LIFE-VIEW 


“I have found ‘The Sikh Life-view’ by Sir Surendra 
Singh Majithia and Mr. Y. G. Krishnamurti highly 
stimulating reading. Іп a splendid procession of short, 
crisp, thought-laden and illuminating sentences, the 
learned authors have given a concentrated exposition 
of the great Adwaita doctrine as initiated by the time- 
less Vedas, as propounded by the matchess Adi 
Sankaracharya and as expounded and exemplified 
by the soul-stirring lives of the Sikh Gurus." 


“I hope that those who are in search of a cohesive 
philosophy of life or a necessary philosophical back- 
ground for Pax Cosmica will find this bcok a handy, 
reliable guide." Observes His М ajesty King 
Mahendra of Nepal in a Foreword graciously 
contributed to The Sikh Life-View by Sir 
Surendra Singh Majithia Kt. and Y. G. Krishnamurti. 
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